THE TRIANONS

Simon trying to be kind, finding nothing but this phrase that meant
nothing and was just one more clumsiness.

"Oh yes, I know," she said.

Simon looked at his watch.

"I must go back to the session. Will you wait for me? We can go
home together later."

"Oh, no/' she said, "I'd rather go now, if you can have me driven
home."

"Are you tired, darling?"

"Yes, a little."

On the way back Marie-Ange stopped the car at a cake-shop.

The dice were cast, the morality of the dead whom she carried in her
blood had won in spite of her.

And Marie-Ange, alone, on the back seat of the car, wept long
silent tears over the last chocolate eclairs she would eat for a long time.

XII

Meanwhile Jean-Noel and the Duchesse de Salvimonte were walking in
the Grand Trianon gardens.

To all intents and purposes they had not been out of each other's
sight for a fortnight.

They had gone together to the astrologer in the Rue Blomet, to
whom Lydia had given a false date of birth for the purposes of her
horoscope; she had then listened with passionate interest to a destiny
ten years later than her own.

And the next day they had gone to the bank, and she had made
Jean-Noel sign a document in which he guaranteed to return the money
to her in three days5 time. And in the evening they had gone to the
Opera. And the next day Lydia had seats for the first night at the
Com6die Fran$aise.

And at the end of three days Jean-Noel had told her disconsolately
that he was unable to pay her back.

And old Lydia had extended her loan for another three days, making
him sign a further document. And so it had gone on until today, which
was the fifth failure to repay. But now she no longer made him sign a
document, but merely contented herself with giving him a verbal ex-
tension.

And in the meantime she insisted on the young man's accompanying
her to amusements which he could not get out of; he followed her like
a whippet on a lead to exhibitions, tea-shops and theatres.

People seeing them everywhere together, apparently inseparable, and
knowing the friendships Jean-Noel had had in Italy, attributed the
attachment to the homosexual taste for the company of old ladies,
When they had left the luncheon-table the Duchesse said to Jean-Noel:
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